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Today is the 18th of April of 1995. This is an interview with James McCargar. It's being
done on behalf of the Association for Diplomatic Studies. I'm Charles Kennedy.

Q: Could we start by your telling me a bit about your early background? Something about
your family, when you were born, where you grew up.

McCARGAR: | was born in 1920, a year which now seems beyond the ken of most of the
current population; we didn't have VCRs.

| was born and brought up in San Francisco. | went to public schools there.
Q: Your parents?

McCARGAR: My mother died 10 days after | was born. My father was a banker, one of
the principal figures at the time in San Francisco's Crocker Bank. In 1927 or 1928, he left
the Bank, describing himself thereafter in Who's Who as an “industrialist” — a term since
fallen out of use. He was on a number of boards of directors. He was also President of the
company that built the first bridge across San Francisco Bay — a good distance south of
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the City, at the Dumbarton strait, or narrows. It no longer exists. He was closely tied up
with shipping in San Francisco and with Hawaiian interests.

Q: Matson Lines, Dole, that sort of thing?

McCARGAR: The Matson Lines, yes, Dole, no. In place of the latter was the Irwin Estate
Company and Foundation. The Irwins were one of the six “missionary” families in the
Islands. Paul Fagan, who was the son of my father's close friend and banking colleague,
James Fagan, after whom | was named, had married Helene Irwin. Paul Fagan became
President of the Irwin Estate Company and Foundation, and in due course my father
became a principal advisor there. The Foundation did a lot of charitable work, but the
Estate Company of course had considerable properties, both in the Islands and in
California. Among the latter was the San Francisco baseball team of that day. In his later
years, my father was always going to baseball games. | once asked him “Where did this
baseball enthusiasm come from?” (I did so because he was a great golfer; I'd never heard
him talk baseball.) He said simply that Paul Fagan was very enthusiastic about the team
— leaving it to me to understand that that meant that he too was therefore an enthusiast.

Q: He was looking after his interests.

McCARGAR: | got the point. But there was more to his definition of “industrialist” than that.
There was, in fact, something that was to have a major effect on life in this country — and
elsewhere, for that matter.

Both my parents were born in California, which in 1920, when | was born, was rather
unusual. By now it isn't unusual at all. My maternal and paternal grandparents had all
come across the plains. My paternal grandfather came when he was 8 years old, in 1856.
His father had already come once to California and then gone back, | believe to lowa,

to purchase cattle, which he then drove across the plains, deserts, and mountains, with
my grandfather in tow. My great-grandfather didn't come for gold, but settled in northern
California to farm. Actually, my paternal grandfather, for a brief time, was sheriff of Butte
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County in northern California. There's a story about him which is possibly apocryphal. He
became a dentist and died in 1898, at age 50. (I found out rather late in my life, thanks

to a lengthy obituary in, as | recall, The Pacific Prohibitionist, that he was well known as

a vigorous and generous prohibitionist. As the years go by it seems that | have come to
resemble him physically much more than my father, but his viewpoint on liquid refreshment
has never been part of my makeup — nor was it of my father's.) The story about my
paternal grandfather was that he had gone to Virginia City in Nevada, where the Comstock
Lode was still pouring forth its riches when he was a young man (until 1886 it produced
half of all the silver mined in the United States). There, reportedly, he practiced dentistry in
order to earn enough money to go the University of California's Dental School in Berkeley.
Whether this is apocryphal or not, | can't say.

As for the historical aspect of my father's interests, in 1925 a man whom he knew

slightly came to see him at the Crocker Bank, seeking financial backing for a young man
named Philo T. Farnsworth, an electrical engineer from Utah who had some ideas about
television. After much discussion, examination, and consultations, my father, James
Fagan, and some associates started to back him — as a personal, not a Crocker Bank,
matter. The backers provided Farnsworth with space for a laboratory on Green Street just
below the Bay side of Telegraph Hill in San Francisco — plus $1,500 a month, of which
$200 was for Farnsworth. (A plague commemorating the building's historical role has been
stolen so often that the City of San Francisco finally embedded a large bronze version in
a massive granite boulder in the street.) In 1928, at the laboratory, | first saw television.

It was a very foggy day. A camera on the roof was pointed at the Russ Building, then a
prominent local skyscraper, invisible in the fog. On the screen two floors below in the lab,
however, we could see everything very clearly.

My father and his associates began a long series of technical, legal, and financial
negotiations and arrangements. Among the technical was one with Zworykin at RCA, one
of the other great scientists working on television — it being recognized that, because of
its primacy in broadcasting at the time, RCA would ultimately be essential. Then there
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was a technical collaboration with Philco in Philadelphia. In 1938 or 1939 the backers and
Farnsworth bought the Capehart Company at Fort Wayne in Indiana (at the time maker
of the premier U. S.-made record-playing machines) from U. S. Senator Capehart. This
became the Farnsworth Radio and Television Company. As the war clouds gathered,

the Federal Government, which had given its go ahead to television production, issued
Instructions to the potential television manufacturers to drop television and fulfill the

large defense orders coming from Washington., Farnsworth immediately switched to war
production, | believe mostly radar.

After the war there were hearings before the Federal Government as to which television
system would be chosen for the United States (as similar choices were made by foreign
governments then and later — hence the lack of uniformity in television transmission
throughout the world). Farnsworth was one of the three systems competing. The Federal
choice did not go to Farnsworth and that, in effect, was the end of the Company. My father
got everybody out of it — himself last. But to my astonishment, about 1992 — an item in
The Washington Post caught my eye. As you no doubt know, each State is allowed two
statues of outstanding citizens in the Capitol, whether in the Rotunda, or Statuary Hall, or
both, | don't know. Utah, after all these years, still had only Brigham Young immortalized
in the Federal Capitol. Utah was entitled to another statue of a distinguished native son.
A referendum had been held in Utah, and, by Jove, today there is a statue of Philo T.
Farnsworth in the Capitol.

Q. Your schooling?

McCARGAR: | attended a public grammar school — Grant School — in San Francisco,
which no longer exists physically (having been erroneously condemned by the City and
unnecessarily demolished to the benefit of some real estate developers). But there are
an extraordinary number of Foreign Service Officers — if you can ever research it, but

perhaps it's not worth it — who were alumni of San Francisco's Grant School.
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Q: Grant?

McCARGAR: Grant, Ulysses S. Grant. We were treated to an annual visit and speech
from Major General Ulysses S. Grant, Ill. Of the FSO's who attended the school, | believe
Durbrow is one example, Andy Donovan another.

Q: Elbridge Durbrow?

McCARGAR: Yes. There are others that | can't recall offhand. But the reason is that Grant
was the school where the children of Army officers stationed at the Presidio were sent to
school. | attended a public high school — Galileo, then the largest high school in the U. S.,
located in North Beach, the Italian quarter of the City. Diversification of the student body
was then, the early thirties, just coming into fashion with the educationists — but we were
not bussed; we had to make our own way on the cable cars and streetcars of the City (until
one's 16th birthday, and a test, conferred the glory of a driving license).

San Francisco was a splendid city to grow up in. Very cosmopolitan, as you know. We
had the Chinese, we had the Italians , we had the Mexicans, and we had a very great
French influence, which most people don't realize. For example, when | was a child in the
Twenties, the best hospital in San Francisco was the French Hospital — as the American
Hospital became the best, or most fashionable, in Paris. There was good food of all sorts,
and a lively sense, not only of the city's own history (brief as it then was) but also of the
rest of the world.

After high school | made a clear choice. | had three older sisters who had gone for a time
to Wellesley, and then to the University of California at Berkeley (I suspect in deference to
my father, who had wanted to attend there, but had been prevented by his father's early
death). Possibly in revolt against all that, | stated that | wished to go to Stanford. So to
Stanford | went.
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Q: You went to Stanford from when to when?

McCARGAR: | entered autumn 1937 — the class of 1941.

Q: That was a great year to get out of college, wasn't it?

McCARGAR: 1941 was, one might say, full of promise — promise of all kinds.
Q: What were you majoring in?

McCARGAR: For along time | didn't really know what | was doing. | was in a certain state
of adolescent misery. But one of my classmates with whom | was very close, Walter
Stoessel, was more disciplined. He was aiming, with clarity and determination, at the
Foreign Service. Faculty advisors kept saying to me, “Look, you've got to aim. It doesn't
matter what it is, you can change that later. Aim at something.” | said, “Fine, I'll aim for the
Foreign Service”. So | majored in political science. | had minors in history and economics.
| did a nice B plus average or so — even though | flunked one course in accounting
because my father had forced me to take it.

Q: So much for parental influence.

McCARGAR: Actually his ambition for me was to take engineering and then go on to law
school. Well, I'm not certain | would ever have made it through that world. But his advice
was, of course, very sound for the times. I'd be financially much more comfortable today
than | am if I'd done that. But | continued with my Foreign Service studies. | was helped at
Stanford by a professor named Graham Stuart.

Q: Oh, yes, he wrote the book on the American Foreign Service.

McCARGAR: He was very influential, and the Department of State viewed him very
favorably. A recommendation from him was usually helpful in your dossier. | must tell you
that a number of years later, when | was in the Paris Embassy, Professor Stuart — this
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was in 1951-52 — came into town to revise his book. He and | had lunch. | have never
seen a professor more miserable in my life. He said, “You know, | put the Paris Embassy
in my book as the ideal Foreign Service post. Everything under one roof. There it was,
right on the corner of the Avenue Gabriel and the Place de la Concorde.” (He had written
the book in the mid-thirties.) He went on, despondent, “Now | come here, the Embassy
consists of some 18 or 19 buildings around town — and there are 2000 employees!”.

In due course, after a brief period on the San Francisco Call-Bulletin (I only discovered
years later that at that same time David Newsom was doing a stint at The San Francisco
Chronicle before heading off to war in the Pacific), | came east for a summer of
preparation for the Foreign Service written exams at Colonel Turner's cram school.
Classmates were a roster of the future Foreign Service: Ambassadors, a Deputy Secretary
of State, Under Secretaries, Assistant Secretaries — Stoessel, Marshall Green, Findley
Burns, Fisher Howe, and on. | don't know if you know of the good Colonel's school.

Q: I've heard mention of it.

McCARGAR: There were two such schools at the time. One was Rowdybush's in
Georgetown, the other Colonel Turner's in Alexandria. Colonel Turner's, where we went,
had among his faculty Ted Acheson, the Dean's younger brother, who would intersperse,
at almost every spoken paragraph, “When my brother was running the Treasury...” There
were some very highly qualified people on the faculty. It was a good course. In September
1941 we had to take the written examination. At that time, as you know, it was four days of
just sitting and writing 8 hours a day. | passed. Actually the notice of passing arrived just
about the time of Pearl Harbor. | was finishing up some work at Stanford, and suddenly
there we were, caught in a new and menacing world.

There were five Stanford people who passed the examination that year. First time in
history any university exceeded Harvard. A thousand people had taken the written exams
in 1941 and 100 passed. Of those 100 the oral examiners passed 30, because the allowed
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strength of the Service was 750 at that point — but in January 1942 there were only 720
FSO's serving, so they needed exactly 30. Thirty of us were swept in.

It's only fair to bring in Dean Acheson at this point. On the 6th of January 1942 | took

my oral examination. | had a temperature of 102 degrees. I'd come down with a good
California ailment called amoebic dysentery (only diagnosed later). The Board of the
Foreign Service at that time consisted of the four Assistant Secretaries of State, somebody
from Commerce, somebody from Agriculture, maybe Joe Greene, who used to prepare
the written exam, was there — | can't remember — and an exceedingly nice man named
Robert MacAtee, who was Secretary of the Board. | was sitting out in the waiting room,
where | heard laughter from inside, which made me — a Westerner — feel a little
awkward. Bob Brandin, with whom | later served in Paris, had gone in before me.

Q: He was my Deputy Chief of Mission in Athens.
McCARGAR: Bob was? He's up in New Hampshire now.
Q: Yes, | know.

McCARGAR: It seems that, after graduating, he'd spent a year working at Bambergers's
department store in New Jersey. So the Board asked him what he had done
professionally. He answered that he'd spent a year working “at Bamberg#r's.” That brought
down the Foreign Service Board. (When | was told this later, | realized it was an Eastern
joke.)

While waiting, | saw the day's New York Times on a nearby table. | hadn't been able to
read anything that morning, | was in bad shape with my fever, so to distract myself | took
up the Times. A prominent item on the first page reported the decision by Judge Landis in
the second Harry Bridges trial.

Q: This was about longshoremen?
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McCARGAR: Bridges was head of the longshoremen's union in San Francisco. The trial
was about his being a being a communist. As it happened, when | had worked on the Call-
Bulletin in San Francisco, I'd covered that trial. (Also my father, who was very conservative
in these matters — | remember him saying “If they elect Upton Sinclair Governor of
California, we're moving to Nevada” — was in the group of shipping people who were after
Bridges.) In other words, | knew a good deal about that particular case. So after | had been
summoned before the Board someone said, “Mr. McCargar, you're from San Francisco,

do you know anything about the Bridges case?” So | recounted it from beginning to end,
including that morning's newspaper account of the decision. The question, of course, really
was, “Did you read the paper today?”

Howland Shaw, Assistant Secretary of State for Administration (the Foreign Service

was his pet toy) was a psychology enthusiast. I'd been told — | can't remember by
whom, perhaps Graham Stuart — that he would ask about 1Q tests. | knew what the right
answers, according to the orthodoxy of the day, were, and | gave them. So far so good.

Then Dean Acheson said, “Now, Mr. McCargar, you've studied Russian. You've

studied Russian history. You apparently know a great deal about Russia. What is your
estimation of the post-war policy of the Soviet Union? Collective security or territorial
aggrandizement?” Well, | may have been young but | wasn't that stupid. So | walked all
around that question. After some of my meandering, Acheson raised his fist and slammed
it down on the table in front of him. No Board laughter here. Acheson said, “Stop evading
the question! Answer it.” So, stifling a gulp of panic, | said “Territorial aggrandizement.”

Exam's over, MacAtee comes out and says “You passed,” and (presumably because |
spoke Russian) took me up to Loy Henderson, at that time Director of East European
Affairs, and — apart from Ray Murphy — the Department's chief expert on the Soviet
Union. The first thing | said to Mr. Henderson was, “I don't know whether I've made a
terrible mistake, but this is what | said to Assistant Secretary Acheson in response to his
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direct question.” Henderson looked up at me from his desk, and said “You didn't make a
mistake.”

Q: So Loy Henderson had no illusions about the Soviet Union.
McCARGAR: None. And one result was my assignment to the Soviet Union.

Q: Before we get to that, what was happening? Obviously, you were a young man just
out of college. We entered World War Il in December of '41, so we're into early '42. What
was the status of somebody going into the Foreign Service as opposed to regular military
service?

McCARGAR: First of all: the minute you passed your oral exam in January of '42, you
were not taken into the Foreign Service; because there was a Congressional procedure
that had to be followed. Instead, you were immediately employed by the Department of
State. For example, | was put into the World Intelligence Division, located physically in

the Commerce Department. Everyone was given some kind of temporary posting in the
Department until their Foreign Service commissions came through. In the meanwhile, they
were exempt from the draft. The minute they became Foreign Service officers, they were,
as such, further exempt from the draft. That changed later — but we'll get to that.

Q: Before you went out, did you get any training?
McCARGAR: No.
Q: Did anybody say this is a visa, this is a passport, this is an aide-memoir?

McCARGAR: No, there was no time for that. Of course, they didn't have the facilities.
The war had just broken out, everybody was in an uproar. The posts everywhere were
asking for staff; in my own case, the Soviet posts, Moscow, Kuibyshev, and Vladivostok,
all needed more Russian-speakers.
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Q: What was the genesis of this learning Russian?

McCARGAR: | had two reading periods in my youth: one when | was about 8 or 9, 8 to 10
I'd say, another about 12 to 14. | read so avidly my father used to buy books for me by the
pound. Big sacks and dump them. I'd go through them like a flash. History was my main
interest. In those days, as a young kid, | could recite the names of all the Kings of France,
of England, the Holy Roman Emperors, the Tsars of Russia. | knew it all by memory. By
the time | was ten, | think, | had read Rambeaud's 4-volume history of Russia, which at
that time was the best thing going. In addition, in San Francisco during the twenties and
the thirties, we had a number of refugees from the Revolution who'd come through Siberia,
Japan, and China. For example, my riding instructor was a Cossack cavalry officer, and
my gym instructor a Polish officer loyal to the Tsar. My summer camp counselors were
mostly former Imperial officers. These were very impressive men to a youngster already
caught up by history. Plus we had in San Francisco at that time — | wouldn't call them call
caf#s in the European sense; they were really bars , coffee bars — where the Russian
#migr#s congregated, and argued about who was going to be Minister of Defense when
the Tsar was restored — indeed, who was properly entitled to be Tsar. All together, this
was an atmosphere which fed my imagination — and view of the world.

| had taken Latin through high school, and | took one more year at the University. Five
years of Latin was enough for me, helpful as it was. At that time there were only four
universities in the country with Slavic language departments, and Stanford was one of
them (with a faculty of two, Genrikh Lanz, who headed the Department, and his assistant,
Professor Kyril Brynner, of whom more later). So for three years, | took Russian. In the
Slavic Department there were, each of those three years, just two students. The other
student changed so | was the only constant for those years. A year after | left, while | was
in Russia, that class had 75 students. Another change of the period: the Russians had
become our great allies.
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Q: So you were the equivalent of an individual replacement being sent right off to a post.
How did you go , where did you go, and how did this work?

McCARGAR: The Government chartered a Pan Am Clipper: the four-engine flying boat
that was then the transoceanic air transport. The only way that you could get to Russia
was through the Middle East and Iran at that point, unless you went on the supply run
around the northern tip of Europe into Murmansk, which was deemed too dangerous for
everybody — and shortly was definitively proved to be just that.

So we took off from New York in the chartered Clipper. It was a very interesting bunch

of people on board. Louis Fischer, friend of Chicherin, the great Soviet Commissar of
Foreign Affairs during the Twenties, and author of an outstanding history of the Bolshevik
Revolution (which | had read at Stanford, and which had made Fischer persona non grata
to Stalin) was on his way to India to interview Gandhi (Fischer became a great devotee).
Maurice Hindus, whose books on collectivization in the Ukraine and southern Russia (Red
Bread, Humanity Uprooted) was on board. There were a number of military headed to
India and China, among them pilots on their way to Kunming and the “Flying Tigers.” An
Army captain who was in fact in OSS — then called the COI, Coordinator of Information —
who became a lifelong friend. This was very exciting, and instructive, for a young man just
starting out.

We refueled in Miami and then Trinidad. As we crossed the mouth of the Amazon (and the
equator) the captain executed a sudden drop in altitude, to initiate us as new subjects of
Neptune (a peacetime ceremony adapted from ship crossings of the equator that quickly
disappeared). Following which one engine went out. We waited one week in Belem for a
replacement engine. Parker Hart was Consul there, and | quickly unloaded into his safe
the diplomatic pouch which was chained to my wrist, in order to enjoy the sparkling social
life then animating this metropolis of the Amazon.
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After Belem we refueled again at Natal, and crossed the South Atlantic from there to
Fisherman's Lake in Liberia — a route that Pan Am had set up under Government
contract. The co-pilot on our plane happened to be a Stanford man whom I'd known very
well. He told me that when they first laid out the route they flew into Fisherman's Lake
and, as they were about to drop this huge flying boat down onto the lake, they saw all the
fishermen in dugouts on the lake leap out of their dugouts and run to shore. They quickly
pulled back up for another round at putting the ship down in what they hoped was deeper
water.

After Liberia our final Pan Am stop was to be Lagos, in Nigeria. But this was April 1942,
and no one knew what the position of the French military in the West African colonies
might be. From Liberia we flew south, far out to sea, and then turned east, following at

a distance the line of the coast. From off the British colony of the Gold Coast, we had a
fighter escort from the British base at Takoradi, which accompanied us until we were past
the three French colonies preceding Nigeria, which was, of course, British.

Q: There was still doubt. Vichy was in control there, and de Gaulle was beginning to make
some moves, but that was all?

McCARGAR: De Gaulle was in London, and he hadn't yet made a move into Africa. He
had occupied St. Pierre and Miquelon off Newfoundland the previous December, but he
had not yet made his unsuccessful attack on Dakar, in Senegal.

Lagos was jammed with refugees from the Far East. Quarters were scarce. Luckily | could
bed down at the American Consulate, before taking off the next morning in an American
DC3, C-47 in the military terminology. But it took 3 days to cross Africa. There were not yet
any navigational aids between southern Nigeria and the Sudan, so the American military
didn't yet fly at night. Where we landed in late afternoon was where we spent the night.
Kano, in the grasslands of northern Nigeria was the first stop, then a night at Maiduguri,
near French territory. Next we overflew Chad, avoiding the French base at Fort Lamy, then
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a stop at El-Fasher, already in the Anglo-Egyptian Sudan, but still the Sahara, and then a
night in Khartoum.

Q: God, what a part of the world!

McCARGAR: Khartoum looked like the summum of civilization, after the land we had
crossed to get there. | found the southern Sahara terrifying. It's alternately black, red,
black-red, and so on. It looks like hell — Dante's version. | guess it really is if you're on that
ground and you don't know how to make your way out.

From Khartoum we made a refueling stop at Wadi Halfa, on the Egyptian border, and
from there we finally got to Cairo. There | spent a week waiting for a plane to get me on to
Baghdad.

| finally took off from Cairo in a British Sunderland flying boat. We landed on the Dead
Sea in Palestine, which is, as you know, well below sea level. Geologically, historically
fascinating, but as a flight it's hair-raising, unless you're well forewarned, which | was not.
The plane takes off from the Nile in Cairo and after flying a bit just above the water, it turns
to the east. After some desert, still flying at a very low level, suddenly you see on either
side of the plane cliffs rise up. You're in between them. The plane is actually descending

a ravine into the Dead Sea. The wing tips looking to be but a few feet from each cliff.
Absolutely terrifying. But | was most sorry for a Dutch Admiral who was on this airplane
going out to Indonesia. Tiny little chap; he was airsick the whole way. God, that man was
in misery. | thought, “You're going out to your death and you already feel like death on this
damn airplane”. | don't know whether he survived once he got to Indonesia. The Dutch Far
East Fleet, you know, was destroyed.

Q: They all went down. | somehow have the feeling he died.

McCARGAR: | think, yes.
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Q: There was a short Dutch Admiral who died early in the Pacific War. Was he Doorman
or Helfinch?, either one? When you say short, | think it must have been Doorman.

McCARGAR: | think it was Doorman.
Q: You're going when? What are we talking about - February or March?
McCARGAR: | left New York in April and we're now well into May.

Q: When you were in Cairo, were people talking about Rommel pounding at the gates?
Some of his great offenses were mounted about then.

McCARGAR: When | was in Cairo, | went over to Shepherd's Hotel, which was the place
to go. And they had just received Rommel's famous telegram reserving a suite. They said
he'd be there shortly. Needless to say, this was the talk of the town. Also needless to
say, if you've just supposedly recovered from amoebic dysentery, you don't go through
Cairo without doing some penance — “gyppy tummy” they called it there. | was sharing

a room at the Carlton Hotel with two officers, South Africans who had just come in on
rest and recreation from the Western Desert. They didn't want to talk about it very much,
but what they did say was, “This can't go on, the slaughter is too great, its too horrible,
and somebody's got to win this Goddamn thing out there one way or another.” Of course,
Montgomery finally managed it.

Egypt at the time was not exactly welcoming. | was carrying a courier bag, though not a
courier letter, since no one thought that nicety necessary at the time. | was traveling with
a diplomatic passport, though. The bag was locked to my wrist as | went through Egyptian
Customs. The Customs officer, whose general air was that he was not certain he would
allow me into Egypt, asked me, “How much money do you have?” | said “That's none of
your business.” We had a little argument back and forth. I've forgotten what is was that
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produced his final remark, but he concluded the discussion with the haughty statement,
“This is Egypt. We're neutral in this war.”

At the Embassy (though | think it was still a Legation) Wally Barbour (later to be our
Ambassador to Israel for eleven years), whom | was to see a number of times over future
years on East European problems, was the man with whom | dealt. He took the pouch,
quite devoid of any of the sense of awe it had originally bestowed on me. It turned out to
contain a coding device for the mission in Saudi Arabia. It was a big, heavy, canvas and
leather bag; the device inside was no more than a foot long and ten inches wide. Both
Wally and | accepted the assumption that it was very urgent.

But to return to the Dead Sea. | found it difficult to realize where | was. After the British
military had completed their errands, they managed to lift the plane off the Dead Sea, and
we flew on to Habbaniyah.

Q: Which is a major British base near Baghdad.

McCARGAR: Exactly. That is, it was then. Habbaniyah, of course, is a lake. | was
deposited on the dock, and the plane went on to the Persian Gulf, India, and as much of
the East as was still in friendly hands.

Two Indian Army soldiers offered me a ride into Baghdad from Habbaniyah. It was a

long ride. | was, of course, familiar with the recent events in Iraq the British occupation to
block both pan-Arab and pro-German elements and insure Allied control of Mesopotamia.
But completely naive in the more worldly sense, | took the frequent smiles and strange
language of my armed escorts as standard procedure. My escorts knew better. They
dropped me finally at the American Legation — at which point with hue and cry they
demanded to be paid (in dollars). | was baffled as to what to do. At my most indecisive
Fraser Wilkins came out and shooed the Indian Army off. | spent just one night at the
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Legation. The next day | got on a British land plane which flew up to Tehran, where | had
to spend quite a bit of time, about 3 weeks.

Q: What was the situation in Tehran as you saw it?

McCARGAR: In Tehran (also still a Legation) Louis Dreyfus was the Minister. He was a
kind host, and | went several times to the Residence for meals. You probably know that
Residence. | was stunned by it. One cause was the cool stream running through the dining
room. Yet another cause for astonishment was my sudden understanding of the poem, “In
a Persian Garden.” The American Residence was the only one of the great compounds

| entered. But it was enough to explain all “Persian gardens.” On the way to Tehran you
fly over what looks to be burnt land. In the city itself, the same burnt land is all around
you. Stark mountains overlooking dry and dusty streets, buildings of the same dusty color.
But then you go behind the walls of the great compounds, and enter into a different land,
one of beautiful, towering, almost wild greenery. The American Residence thus lay in
what looked to the newcomer like a vast park. As | say, the dining room in the American
Residence had a little river through it, gurgle, gurgle, cooling you off, absolutely delightful.
A great change from the Ferdowsi Hotel, where | stayed. All honor to the great Persian
poet — but not much of a hotel.

The city itself was full of Poles, practically everywhere you went all were Poles. Through
an agreement between the Polish Government-in-Exile in London and the Soviets the
Polish Army, General Anders commanding, was being formed in Tashkent from Poles
scattered all over the Soviet Union after the Nazi-Soviet partition of Poland. Poles who
could make their way to Tashkent (and they numbered in the thousands — except, of
course, the thousands murdered at Katyn) assembled there. The survivors and new
recruits would then be sent over the mountains to Tehran. From there units were sent
to the west, initially to the Western Desert, where they began the long road that would
include Monte Cassino. | frequently ate in one or another of the Polish messes, and
became duly fond of fruit soup.
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When | left Washington, Loy Henderson had asked me to take care of a Polish diplomat
on his way to Kuibyshev, who was on the plane the whole trip with us. He was the most
morose — | mean, morose as Poles can get, and | have a high Polish decoration, so I'm
high on Poles — but this was the most morose Pole | ever encountered. Incidentally, after
the war he took the wrong turn and went to the Communists. But | took good care of him.
The result was that General Anders, who was in town when | got to Tehran —

Q: He was the head of the Polish Army?

McCARGAR: He was the Commander-in-Chief of the Army he was forming. The
Commander-in-Chief of all Free Polish forces was General Sikorsky, who was also Prime
Minister of the Polish Government-in-Exile in London. The next year General Anders
was given command of the Polish 2nd Corps in Italy. But in Tehran in 1942 he invited me
to fly into Tashkent with him. | already had a passion for Central Asia, which I've never
assuaged, and this was one of those things in life | really wanted to do. | told the General
| was most grateful, and | would check with my authorities. | told the American Legation
of what | believed to be an extraordinary opportunity. (No Westerner had been in Central
Asia since the indomitable Fitzroy Maclean, of the British Embassy, sneaked in there a
few years before.) The next thing | knew was a summons from Minister Dreyfus to the
Residence. He read me a terrible riot act; “How do you dare?” and all that sort of thing.

| only had one other Foreign Service Officer speak to me that way — Elbridge Durbrow
in one of his rages, also about an airplane flight. Dreyfus said Admiral Standley, our
Ambassador in Kuibyshev had —

Q: That's where our Embassy had moved because of the German offensive, after they had
evacuated Moscow?

McCARGAR: Yes, after a brief period in Kazan. Ambassador Standley's message via
Minister Dreyfus was that he wanted me to come by a route that had been planned
(though I had not been let in on the plan), and to bring several sacks of mail waiting in
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Tehran — and fresh vegetables. So | didn't go to Tashkent. My thanks and regrets to
General Anders were genuine.

So, instead of soaring over Khorasan and down into the valleys and plains of the Oxus and
Jaxartes, | joined Maurice Hindus, and Alden Haupt, another FSO, with mail and sacks

of vegetables, on a Russian airplane to chuff over the Elburz Mountains and down into
Azerbaijan. I'd never before or since seen an airplane like that; it had what looked to be
corrugated tin sides.

Q: Sort of like the Junkers, the Ford trimotor, or the German standard transport plane?

McCARGAR: Yes. Plus bicycle wheels and a wooden propeller. None of the side panels
fit so you got a good bit of fresh air. From Tehran you go up and over the mountains to
get down to the Caspian. The plane has to go to about 18 to 19,000 feet. | think the pass
Is about 16 and a half, 17,000 feet. The pilot and the co-pilot, a woman, (merely noted,
nothing against her, but they were rare at that time) had oxygen. The three passengers

in the back, the vegetables, and the mail did not have oxygen. So we just conked out.
You fell asleep, that was all. When we awoke there we flying over all this green jungle in
Azerbaijan, on our way into Baku. So | can't tell you what lies between Tehran and Baku. |
have no idea.

We then had to wait in Baku for about five days while the Russians tried to get us some
kind of rail transportation. They finally put us on a train headed for Rostov on the Don. In
the middle of the night, when we're half way to Rostov, the Germans captured Rostov.

| can't remember if it was the first or second time. The train crew got the word and

we screeched to a halt. We then backed up about 180 kilometers to a junction called
Tikhoretskaya. A line went from there to Stalingrad. We got off there, in order, as we were
instructed by railroad officials, to switch to river transport. This is now late May, early June,
and the battle was still 5 months off. Soviet troops were still coming into the city from the
south and west.
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Q: This was the southern push of the German 1942 offensive?

McCARGAR: It was the early part of it. By late autumn of that year the Germans were on
a line that ran from east of Orel (the Soviets had managed to hold onto their traditional
artillery manufacturing center of Tula) through Voronezh to Stalingrad, and then south
almost to Grozny (now so much in other news). They were on the northern slopes of the
Caucasus, and this was when one German patrol climbed Mt. Elbrus and planted the Nazi
flag there. The whole area through which we had passed after our train left, say, the region
of Grozny was in German hands. That push would of course culminate in the Battle of
Stalingrad. And it was already on the horizon. On our way to Stalingrad we had to get off
the train twice while German aircraft bombed. You just got off the train, lay in a ditch, and
when the whistle was blown, got up, boarded the train, and went on.

| took advantage of our one-day stay in Stalingrad to follow the Russian fashion and get
myself shaved (not even Russian soldiers shave themselves). It was undeniably one of
the worst things that ever happened to me. The young girl engaged in this butchery had a
straight razor — in which even from a distance you could see the nicks in the blade. She'd
go down one side, leaning in to follow the line of the cheek, leaving bloody streaks down
my cheek with each nick. Anyway, | survived that. Then we got on a ship to go up the
Volga to Kuibyshev. You'd be surprised at the name of the ship. It was the “J. V. Stalin.”
It's capacity was 600 passengers, and we were 3000, mostly Red Army soldiers from the
front, on that ship.

We three, with our vegetables and mail, were the only foreigners, and we were given
staterooms. But before we could reach our staterooms at night, the officers would order
the Red Army soldiers into the passageways in the interior of the ship. They'd have them
lie down. Then they'd order a second group to come in and lie down on the top of the first
group. And then a third layer would come in and lie down on the top of the second one.
Then we were told to walk on them to get to our staterooms. This went on for three nights.
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Q: What was your impression looking back on it? A fantastic view of the Soviet Union
at the time of its greatest challenge. You were the new boy there, wide-eyed | assume,
looking at this thing.

McCARGAR: Well, | was, of course, fascinated by all this. | had a lot of conversations

with the Russian soldiers. They were impressive: young, courageous, no trace of
discouragement in the face of the continuing German advance. They weren't bothered
particularly by the primitive accommodations for them on the ship. | guess they'd rather be
stepped and slept on than be at the front at that moment, anyway. | also remember coming
through the Kuban, on the train that took us to Stalingrad. Maurice Hindus had not been

in the Soviet Union for, | think, ten years — not since the success of his earlier books on
collectivization: Humanity Uprooted, Red Bread, and the famine in the Ukraine and the
south of Russia that Stalin had instigated.

Q: The elimination of the kulaks?

McCARGAR: Yes. Hindus would look out the train window as we passed by these villages
made up of little huts — looking like adobe — with grass and straw roofs and a big grass
street between them. (In the Kuban they were mostly Cossack villages, the Cossacks

not having been among the most preferred citizens during the events of the 1930's.)
Hindus kept saying, “This is marvelous. This is the greatest thing I've ever seen. The
improvements that they've done here! What a marvel!” Hindus would go on like this at
each village. And there | was, looking at what seemed to me great poverty. A very simple
kind of life. | didn't know what Hindus was talking about because | hadn't been there in the
earlier times. When we got to Kuibyshev, which is a miserable town -

Q: Kuibyshev was south and east of Moscow?

McCARGAR: It's well south. It's below where the Volga, a little bit after Kazan, starts to
turn south. It's sort of half way between Gorki (now again Nizhni Novgorod) and Stalingrad
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(Volgograd) on the Volga. But it's still a long way from Astrakhan and the Caspian. It was
called Tsaritsyn before. | think they've given it a new name; either given it a new name or
gone back to the old one. It was a miserable town. They'd moved the whole Diplomatic
Corps there. The facilities were very primitive. There was a kind of opera house, or central
theater, with some kind of entertainment. All the foreigners gathered there, but the trouble
was you'd have to go in the dark and come home in the dark. And you could damn well
break your leg and your head, because they had potholes in that city that were even
greater than anything I've seen in Washington, DC.

Q: Well, let me tell you. | was in Kyrgyzstan about a year-and-a-half ago and there were
10 foot holes in the sidewalks. | just didn't go out at night because those were on the
sidewalk. You'd drop into the sewer. They couldn't afford to have the street lights on - so
its scary.

McCARGAR: Well that's what Kuibyshev was like. | spent a couple of weeks there.
Q: Technically, this was our Embassy there, wasn't it?

McCARGAR: Yes, it was our Embassy.

Q: Who was the Ambassador? What were they doing in this out-of-the-way place?

McCARGAR: Our Ambassador was William Standley, a four-star Admiral. He'd been Chief
of Naval Operations and was a great pal of FDR. In fact, Standley had brought along

as his Naval Attach#, a man named Jack Duncan, who in due course made Admiral. |
think Duncan was later made Ambassador to Peru. But he was in Moscow when | was

in Kuibyshev. When | came to know Duncan in Moscow he took pleasure in saying the
only reason he was there was that when Admiral Standley was CNO he, Duncan, was in
charge of seeing that when the President was on a Navy ship (something he enjoyed very
much) the appropriate supplies of gin and vermouth, and whatever else was needed, were
aboard ship — contrary to Naval Regulations.
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| was taken to see Admiral Standley. A canny old gentleman, pleasant of manner. When
the moment presented itself, | made my respectful protest that he would not let me go to
Central Asia. He said “Look, I'm a Navy man, and for us the most important thing in the
world is the mail. We haven't been getting our mail here the way we should, and | wanted
to try out this new route. That's why | wanted you to come this way through Baku.” | said
“Yes, sir, yes, sir, yes, sir.” Actually, Standley was a very nice gentleman, even if he didn't
care about getting some information on Central Asia. You may recall that, later the next
year, he came out with this blast that the Russians were making no recognition of the help
they were being given them by the United States. In other words, he was also the feisty

type.

The chief person | can remember who was helping him at that moment was Eddie Page,
the senior man on the staff there. Eddie was a Russian expert. In fact, earlier that same
year he had given me my oral Russian-language exam in Washington. He later served
Averell Harriman very effectively as a senior aide. | had occasion to come across him six
years later when he was in the Rome Embassy, and then again in the mid-fifties, when he
was Consul General in Munich. His final FS post was as Ambassador to Bulgaria.

In Kuibyshev | had one strange encounter. While walking in the street, somebody nudged
me and pointed out two chaps walking on the other side of the street. My companion

said, “That's the Bulgarian Embassy.” You may recall that the Bulgarians remained at
peace with the Russians throughout the entire Second World War, until, near the very end,
the Russians invaded them. The two Bulgarian diplomats spoke to no one, and no one
spoke to them, but they kept up the pretense of relations with Mother Russia. We were not
allowed to see any Soviet citizens. Kuibyshev didn't have the facilities for such encounters
that Moscow had.

But | did see one person there who always impressed me. He came around to the
Embassy, usually in the evenings, when either food or drink, or both, were available.
He was a rather famous figure in history. His name was George Andreichin. He was a
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Bulgarian who had been very prominent in the Comintern. How he had survived until
1942, | don't know. He came in and talked very freely with a lot of us in the Embassy. We
assumed he went back and reported whatever he picked up. Eventually Stalin had him
executed, in 1947. A very interesting man. He knew a lot of history, and he was not averse
to telling it. | was fascinated with all of this.

We had just gotten news of the Soviet custody of the crew of the American aircraft that
had landed in the Soviet Primorsk Krai (Maritime Province) after General Doolittle's
famous raid on Tokyo in April 1942. All | knew, and was told, was that the crew was being
held in a town called Penza, which is about half way between Kuibyshev and Moscow.
So | was put on a train — | confess | was poured onto a train in good Russian style —
and went to Moscow. It took 48 hours. | looked out at Penza, but that really didn't help
anything.

| was very excited about getting to Moscow which, even in that grim wartime, had a certain
magnificence to it, a great weight of history. At the beginning | stayed at Spaso House,

the Ambassador's Residence. The Embassy in Moscow at that moment consisted of
Tommy Thompson, myself, and two clerks, Newt Waddell and another whose name I've
forgotten. All four of us lived at Spaso House, as did Captain, later Admiral, Jack Duncan
and two Assistant Naval Attach#s. The U. S. Military Mission was located right across
from the Kremlin in the Mokhovaya building, a part of Moscow University which the U. S.
Government rented from the Soviets as our combined Chancellery and staff residence. A
very old friend from Stanford, by then a Major in the Army, was on the staff of the Military
Mission.

Brigadier-General Philip Faymonville headed the Military Mission. Faymonville was a very
controversial character. He was a San Franciscan, and reputed to be held in high regard
by the White House — more narrowly attributed by rumor to mean either Harry Hopkins or
Mrs. Roosevelt. As importantly, he was a very close friend of Lavrenti Beria. Not the kind
of person you want to be close friends with.
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Q: Beria was the head of the KGB, | mean the NKVD?

McCARGAR: NKVD. He was People's Commissar of Internal Affairs (in succession to the
murderous Yagoda and Yezhov).

Q: He was the hatchet man.

McCARGAR: Yes, and how! Faymonville was extremely pro-Russian. He wouldn't listen
to a word against the Soviet Union, or anything that went on there. This caused a lot of
tension.

Q: You talk about the tensions within the American representation in the Soviet Union. |
mean, we were having real problems with the Soviets at that time, weren't we? With our
allies?

McCARGAR: Well, there was dissatisfaction on Stalin's part. And this constant pressure
for the Second Front. The delays until 1944 in the invasion of Western Europe, the 1942
North African and 1943 Italian campaigns were regarded by many high-ranking Russians,
both military and political, as diversions, if not actually evidence of an underlying ill will
towards the Soviet Union.

However, FDR and those who were running affairs were giving the Russians every
possible aid they could summon. Sometimes even at the cost of other theaters of war.
For example, they had built this whole transport and infrastructure system across Iran so
that cargoes unloaded at Abadan could go to the southern Soviet border stations. Planes
unloaded from ships at the Persian Gulf could be flown off direct to the Russian front by
Soviet pilots. From now on the Russians could take the stuff and make use of it.

Actually, while | was in Moscow, it was the time of the great disaster on the Murmansk
run. I've forgotten what the exact figures were, but out of a 32-ship convoy from the
British Isles, at least 22 went down. It was terrible. From their bases in Arctic Norway the
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Germans attacked the convoys with airplanes and subs, also with surface vessels. That
had a very great effect on us in Moscow. | must say, partly because we all had personal
effects (and food and liquor) on those ships. At that time we were in fact living out of the
Kremlin Commissary, and so ate perfectly well. We still had the Chinese servants in Spaso
House, and we all, including the Naval Attach#s, ate there, except for the Military Mission,
who rather remained off to one side. But, even if we did not talk too much about it, none of
us underestimated the menace of the German closure of the Northern Route to the Soviet
Union.

Q: What was Thompson doing and what were you doing there?

McCARGAR: Thompson was — well, you had to have somebody in Moscow. Stalin was in
Moscow — after he reappeared following his famous three-day disappearance act when
Germany attacked. Tommy was maintaining relations with the Kremlin and those of the
leadership — Molotov, for example — who were there. We had visitors coming through

all the time who had to be taken to the Kremlin. There were messages that bypassed
Kuibyshev, or were repeated from there, for destinations in Moscow. There were allies in
Moscow — the British Naval Mission, headed by a very congenial Admiral, and some of
their diplomatic staff — John Russell, among others. And every once in a while Sir Stafford
Cripps would drop in. There were others: the Swedes had refused to go to Kuibyshev. All
these were part of Tommy's duties.

We made one of the bedrooms at Spaso into a code room, and | slept there. Once we
got a message from Laurence Steinhardt in Ankara, where he had been transferred as
Ambassador after leaving the Moscow Embassy. It took us half-a-day to decode this
missive. It contained an entire list of Steinhardt's belongings which he wanted sent from
Moscow to Ankara in wartime. It included, and this is not a joke because | saw it with my
own eyes, “a box with string too short to use but too long to throw away.” We found that
box. To his eternal credit, Newt Waddell was later detached from the Moscow Embassy,
and sent down the Volga to Astrakhan with all of Steinhardt's belongings. From there |
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think he went by ship to Baku, and from there the Russians got him over to Leninakan on
the Turkish border. From there Newt and the Steinhardts' boxes and boxes of belongings
were trucked to Ankara — in wartime! This sort of thing made you a little bit nervous.

Q: Was Thompson going in to see Stalin, even though he was pretty low ranking?

McCARGAR: No, he wasn't. He was working through Stalin's Kremlin offices. | don't think
he ever went to see him. When Stalin would give a dinner for some visiting American
dignitaries, Tommy went. | was too junior to go but Tommy went. Tommy, by that time,
was already extremely capable. And he was very astute in avoiding any impression on
Ambassador Standley's part that he was usurping his position in any way.

There wasn't a lot of connection with the local citizenry. Of course, there were the
correspondents. Practically all of them | got to know quite well, both British and American.
There was the sad case of Negley Farson. When | was at Stanford | had read a book by
Farson called Way of A Transgressor, which greatly impressed me. It was about his urban
life, and then his escape for some years to the wilds of Vancouver Island. Obviously, | was
eager to meet him, but his colleagues in the news corps advised against it. Apparently

he was in great pain from an incurable leg injury, did not want to see anyone, and drank
heavily.

When the Germans essayed an air raid on Moscow, | would usually go to Harold King of
Reuters' room at the Metropole Hotel, where the correspondents were billeted. Harold, of
whom | would later on see a great deal in Paris, had a room with a balcony. The view over
the city was splendid, and we would watch the barrage balloons would go up, and listen to
the guns. But | never saw any real damage in the heart of Moscow.

At some point, | moved out of Spaso House and into the Mokhovaya building. Years ago,
the building went back to the University of Moscow to which it belonged in the first place.
It gave a great view of the Kremlin. It was reasonably comfortable. We were all subject
to the wiles of the NKVD's “swallows,” as the Russians themselves called these young
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girls who would call you on the phone, the minute — it didn't matter where you lived —
the minute you moved into one apartment or another. Some girl would be on the phone
and she'd want to meet you at the well-known “National corner” — the corner of Gorki and
Mokhovaya Streets, where stood the National Hotel, just down from the main Post Office.

The Russians, being very hierarchical, arranged things in orderly fashion. Top ranks

— but top ranks only — had access to a ballerina. | was honored with a circus acrobat.

These young ladies were very forthright. They'd say “Look, tomorrow | have to go to the
NKVD. I've got tell them what you've been doing. What do | tell them?” (I don't mean

to be flip about this aspect of wartime life: some Americans were fortunate to make the

acquaintance of some extraordinary Russian women, of great talent and character, and
even more fortunate to be able to marry them and to get them out of the Soviet Union.)

Ultimately, of course, all this changed.

Q: Were you under any particular constraints? Of course, it was completely different in the
Cold War. We're talking about the hot war in which the Soviets are on our side.

McCARGAR: Moscow was much easier once the Germans had been driven back. It was
much easier than other places. | was told then that the greatest place any of the people
who had been in the Moscow Embassy had ever been was Kazan. At the evacuation of
Moscow they were first sent to Kazan. The NKVD hadn't had time to get down there, and
the citizens of Kazan, a great many of them, were absolutely friendly and delightful. It was
like living in a normal city. Then the Embassy staff were sent on to Kuibyshev. By this time
the NKVD was there, and the Embassies were squeezed back into their diplomatic ghetto.
Moscow was easier until the Diplomatic Corps came back. | don't recall meeting any male
Russians in the time | was in Moscow. And | was there for over two months.

Q: What were you doing?

McCARGAR: Coding and decoding, coding and decoding, coding and decoding.

Interview with James McCargar http://www.loc.gov/item/mfdipbib000778



Library of Congress

Q: All this was on the one-time pad or was it a strip machine?

McCARGAR: We had a strip board, so-called machine. Nothing mechanical about it. |
don't know why they didn't use the one-time pad, but we were on the strip machine. We
also had the Gray Book, which | understand was available in any bookstore the world
around. There was a lot of administrative work and the Gray Book was easy to do. There
was an Air Corps General, whose name I've forgotten, who came after I'd gone out to the
Far East. | was told later he came in and wanted to make a big hit with the Russians. They
took him down to Central Asia to show him something. The American General gave the
Soviet Air Force in Moscow a strip board so that they could keep in touch while he was in
Central Asia.

Q: Wasn't that nice!
McCARGAR: You often wonder.

Q: Did you have the feeling, either in Moscow or in Kuibyshev, (we're talking about the two
periods) that the American Embassy was very much engaged or was it pretty much just
military aid at that time?

McCARGAR: Oh, no. The Embassy was very much engaged. | don't remember if it was
then or little bit later, but, for example, we got queries from the Department. “Do you
think that when the Russians reach their former borders that they will get out of the war
at that time?” There were a lot of political questions like this that were going back and
forth. People in the Department were thinking ahead and the Embassy was getting a
lot of queries of this kind. To that extent, they were very useful. Also, through the other
diplomatic missions, and this leak and that, the Embassy could pick up quite a bit.

This is the period, incidentally, when Kremlinology got its start. When people learned
to figure out what was going on in Russia from these abstruse signs that you got, bird
droppings, so to speak, and one thing and another. | remember years later, Walter
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Stoessel, on his first assignment to Moscow, had to cover the cultural world. And he got
onto it. At that point | was back in Washington reading some of these materials. | was
struck by the extent to which Walter had caught onto this technique. He could tell you
about a performance of “Swan Lake” at the Bolshoi and draw from it the correct political
conclusions about what was going on inside the Kremlin. To people who don't know

the technique, it seems extremely weird, but it's a perfectly valid thing that worked for a
while. It went beyond just looking to see who was on Lenin's Tomb on the First of May or
November 7.

Q: I'm told your great analysis of papers, local papers in particular — who was mentioned,
who wasn't mentioned, how often they were mentioned, on what page and things of this
nature, were very useful.

McCARGAR: For example, later, the Vladivostok the paper we had — it was not much of
a paper — but we read it faithfully. We had a Russian woman working at the Consulate
General, Ida Borisovna Minovich, our only secretary. A bird-like woman, very bright. She
came into my office one day with the paper, and said “Did you see this?” There was the
announcement by the Kremlin of a great honor, a medal of some kind, given to a man
named Ramzin. If you knew Bolshevik history, this was absolutely astounding. Ramzin, a
brilliant engineer, was the head of what they called the Promyshlennost' Part, the Industrial
Party, which supposedly opposed Stalin and the Bolsheviks in the Thirties. There had
been a big show trial of those people. The British got involved in that, not to their benefit.
Ramzin then disappeared. It was assumed that he had been executed. He was not. He
was put in a laboratory with all the equipment he needed. He worked throughout the whole
war producing what the leadership wanted. He did so well that they publicly decorated him.
You could pick up strange things like this all along, which were great insights.

In any event, after my Moscow experience, | got on the Trans-Siberian — then a 12-
day journey from Moscow to Vladivostok. You had to get on with a lot of supplies. | had
diplomatic pouches, mail sacks, and boxes and cartons of food. But everyone in the
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Embassy was after me before | left. The Agricultural Attach# took me aside and said,
“You've got to tell me how the corn crop is.” | said “I'm a city boy”. I'm afraid | wasn't of
much use to him. The military, and just about everyone else whispered to me, “You've

got to look for the BAM railroad.” The BAM railroad branches off from the Trans-Siberian
and goes north of Lake Baikal, ending up on the Pacific Ocean, or more properly, Tatar
Strait, at, | think, Nikolaevsk-on-Amur, which is just opposite Sakhalin Island. In other
words, it's a route much less vulnerable to the Chinese and Japanese. Everyone urged
me, “You've got to look at Bodaibo and see if there's a switch leading out to the north from
there.” Another one that excited everyone was the possibility of a tunnel under the Amur at
Khabarovsk. Nobody is going to tell this, but all of us who did this journey leaned out the
train window in Bodaibo. Tracks went this way, tracks went that way. How did we know? At
Khabarovsk everybody got out and peered into the darkness. What amuses me is, about
three years ago, i.e., about 1992, the Russian Government announced the opening of the
BAM railroad.

Q: Oh yes. That was a major, and very lengthy, accomplishment.

McCARGAR: Exactly. Here we were fussing about in 1942 and trying to find the damn
thing when they had probably advanced only eight kilometers off into the taiga.

Q: I was wondering when you mentioned this. It seems like a time warp because | know
this was the great thing of the seventies and eighties.

McCARGAR: But whichever line you cross Russia on, it gives you a very impressive idea
of the size of the country. After a week in the same train, you really don't care whether you
get there or not.

But there were many interesting things en route besides the BAM railroad. For example,
as we got up towards the Urals, towards Sverdlovsk (Yekaterinburg, of ill repute) you
would see long lines of freight cars filled with people on sidings. These were the refugees
from Leningrad (who were only able to be evacuated in mid-winter, across frozen Lake
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Ladoga). Our train stopped about every hour, | don't why, but that's just the way it was.
The train stopped, not necessarily in a station. You'd get out, you'd walk up and down,
everybody. On these occasions, if you stopped by one of these sidings where people
were living in freight cars, they all wanted to know how the war is going, what is going
on. News. They wanted news. Everybody exchanged as much information as they had.
Nobody had a great deal, but whatever they had. A little later on, we began to get a
different group of people in these freight car sidings. These were the evacuees from the
Voronezh area — the refugees from the 1942 German southern offensive you spoke of.
The Russians evacuated, | think, 2 million people from the Voronezh area, which was
heavily industrialized. The equipment of all the factories was sent out to Siberia. When

| went through Novosibirsk going east, it was a city, as | recall, of 400-500,000 in 1942.
When | came back, a year later, in 1943, there was almost 2 million people living and
working in an around Novosibirsk. What was going on was unbelievable.

And, as | mentioned, the sheer size of the country carried its own lesson. | was always
very fond of Rachmaninov's music. You know, Rachmaninov, in all the years before the
Second World War, would go out once every year to the Polish-Russian border — the
most unattractive part of Russia, near the Pripet Marshes. He'd spend a whole day out
there lying on the ground, looking across at Russia, and crying. | began to understand this
passion of the Russian people for their land. It began to mean something to me. | could
see it. Some parts are very beautiful (though I'm not much for the steppes). But Russia has
everything that you want in terms of topography and climate. And | began to understand
some of the Russians' seemingly ineradicable feelings for their land.

| also came eventually to understand something else. When | left Russia it was with that
very cynical conclusion that one arrives at, which is that people get the kind of government
that they deserve. It is an arguable point. But in time, over years of work and changes

in our century, | came to take another view. These people among whom | had lived for

two years, in exceptional circumstances, were so cowed, so terrified by what Stalin and
company were doing to them (at that point we didn't quite yet blame it all on Stalin) that
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they were paralyzed. The first view denies the existence of evil. The second admits its
existence. It was the Bolshevik and Soviet knout — and, of course, its earlier versions
— that explained the fact that the Russian people would not and could not stand up for
themselves against authority.

You know what was the Russian announcement in those days used by the NKVD when
they knocked on the door at night to take people away? It was “Zdyes vlast',” meaning
“Here is authority.” It didn't say which authority. It didn't say “Here are the police,” or “Here
Is the NKVD.” No. “Here is authority.” The people did as they were told. As | say, that
produced my initial harsh judgment that | came away with after two years there. But in
time, after years, that would change. A generation, or more, of dissidents, of intellectuals,
of scientists, Solzhenitsyn, Sakharov, countless others, less famed, perhaps, but no less
demonstrative of a vigorous individual Russian spirit would produce a more generous,
more hopeful basic judgment.

Q: Did you get the feeling, as you looked in Moscow and from the whole trip, that, although
tremendous things were being done, there wasn't a very operative system? How did you
feel about it? Did things work well?

McCARGAR: Well, they must have worked well somewhere. But they worked with a
terribly harsh discipline. For example, the children were working in the factories. Anyone
over 12 years of age was working in a factory at that time. Three times late — execution.
For a kid, say a 13-14 year old kid, three times late — executed. The discipline in the Red
Army — officers had the right to kill the men under their command. (This was traditional,
and has been so in the Russian Army for a long time.) There were an enormous number of
women serving in the Red Army: the penalty for pregnancy was execution. And so on. The
ultimate in terror and discipline. But something was working somewhere. That's for sure.

But let's take Vladivostok. It was then a city of 220,000 people. It could be one of the most
beautiful cities on the Pacific Rim. It's typical Pacific Rim: indented bays, forested inlets,
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mountains rolling down to the sea. And so on. Absolutely lovely. Steep hills, lovely views,
all that. But substantially they had gained nothing since the Americans occupied it after
the First World War. The Americans built a hospital, they built this, they built that. | had

a woman servant, Shura, who was one of the few older inhabitants left in the city. And
she would, very shyly, point out “The Americans built that, the Americans built that.” But
after the Americans left, in 1921-22, the Soviets, in the ensuing twenty years, had built
four apartment buildings in town, eight stories high. None of them had running water. If
you lived on the eighth floor and you wanted water, you came down to the ground, you
pumped the pump and you hauled it up. That was it.

Everything in the city was pretty worn out. Vladivostok's great days were from 1900 to
1910. On the other hand, the port worked well. All investment had gone into the port.
You'd go along Lenin Street, and you'd see these very sleek cruisers in the Naval port.
The Soviets built only Italian style for their Navy, and their ships had lovely lines.

Q: They still do. They're much nicer than, say, the American or the British, which can be
more functional. But I've seen shots of the now-rusting Soviet Fleet and they're beautiful
ships.

McCARGAR: The influence of the Italian naval architects. You will recall Stalin's insistence
at the end the Second World War on receiving a share of the Italian Fleet.

But to return to Vladivostok, we were really prisoners there. We were allowed to go to the
restaurant of a single hotel — the Chelyuskin, named after the great Soviet polar explorer,
but formerly the Versailles (and now given back its original name by its Japanese owners).
The clientele was limited to foreigners, high Party functionaries, senior military, etc. The
food and vodka was accompanied by the saddest Polish orchestra | have ever heard.

Great parts of the city were closed to us. We couldn't go to the port, for example. We
could go outside of town — towards the north — on one designated road, but only 19
kilometers. There was a barrier with an armed guard, and we could go no farther. We'd
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go out sometimes in good weather and have a picnic, just short of the barrier. Always we
were followed.

My Stanford friend Major Olson from the Military Mission (later an FSO and Ambassador
to Sierra Leone) came out from Moscow in early 1943 to inspect the port. The object

was to see if it was capable of handling the amount of Lend-Lease material which it was
being planned to send through it (with the Northern Route to Murmansk now abandoned).
Olson judged it to be capable. But after listening to our complaints about our isolation in
Vladivostok, he said, “Oh, you guys are all exaggerating. We don't get treated that badly in
Moscow”. So we said, “We'll show you”.

We got together seven Americans from the Consulate General: two non-career Vice
Consuls, three personnel from the Naval Observer's office (always in civilian clothes),
Olson, and myself. (We didn't try to include Angus Ward, the Consul General, who was
not one for jokes.) One of us left the building and turned left. From across the street a
man emerged and followed him. Then another American, promptly followed by another
NKVD man from across the street. Then another, and so on, until we were a procession of
fourteen people, discreetly separated one from the other, trailing through the city in single
file. Olson was convinced.

We had a car, a station-wagon, but if we tried to get too clever and dodged the NKVD
car that always followed us, we paid. If, after such a success, we would park outside
the Chelyuskin and go in for a mild celebration, while we were upstairs the NKVD would
puncture our tires with an ice pick. This was no joke because we couldn't possibly get
another tire. We did a lot of repair work.

In that restaurant, by the way, we several times saw the brother-in-law of the great black
American singer —

Q: Paul Robeson?
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McCARGAR: Robeson. | believe the brother-in-law's name was Hunt. He had stayed

on in the Soviet Union , and made his living as a wrestler — what the Russians called
“Franzuski Boks.” But he would never speak with us. | assume he was scared to. And as a
matter of courtesy to him, not to complicate his life, we didn't speak to him.

That was a minor example of what we lived with. A more striking one was provided

by a man named Bill Wallace, who came out from Moscow to replace our non-career

Vice Consul, Don Nichols. (Wallace had been a Marine in Shanghai before the war. At
some point | gather he left the Marine Corps and was taken on the staff of the Shanghai
Consulate General.) Come December 1941 he was interned with the rest of our diplomatic
and consular personnel, then sent by ship to Louren#o Marques, in Mozambique, for
exchange against the Japanese coming from internment in the U.S. But Wallace didn't

get on the “Gripsholm” for the rest of the voyage to America. He was sent straight on from
Louren#o Marques to Moscow. (In those days when the Moscow Embassy said it wanted
personnel, it got them.)

On Wallace's train from Moscow to Vladivostok, there was an absolutely stunning
strawberry blond Russian girl on her way to the Soviet Naval Attach#'s office in
Washington, D.C.. She had to stay in the Chelyuskin Hotel for about a week until her
ship sailed. Wallace was also staying in the hotel, until Nichols' quarters in the Consulate
General became available. He and the girl were together all the time. Everything seemed
happy and pleasant; Wallace was so taken with the girl, and spent so much time with her
in that one week, that he had no time to absorb our complaints about life in Vladivostok.

One day we took this girl, along with Olson — and Wallace, of course — in the station
wagon for a tour of the city — or of those parts where we could go. One place | knew how
to reach was a road on the crest of the range of hills at what was then the northern edge
of the city. From there you could see the entire port, the bays, the islands protecting the
approaches from the sea, the sea itself.
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Sure enough, as we gazed at this splendid panorama, a man in a naval officer's uniform
came up to the car, and said, “Dokumenti,” meaning, “Show me your papers.” | said, “I
don't believe we have to,” and argued with him. He said, “According to Soviet law, an
officer in the armed forces may ask anyone, including diplomatic personnel, for their
documents at any time.” | don't recall whether he alleged that this was especially so in
wartime. But there were others passing by about. So, in the end, | showed mine, and the
others in the car showed theirs. Then Wallaces' beautiful girl, who by now began to realize
what was coming, had to show hers. The Navy officer wrote something down and handed
her papers back. With a palpable chill in the car, we returned to the Chelyuskin Hotel.

The next morning she was called in by the NKVD, fired from her post in Washington,
and sent back to Moscow by the next train. Wallace supported her financially from
Vladivostok through friends in the Embassy. Eventually, a year or two later, after he had
been transferred to Moscow, they were married. They had a child. But there wasn't any
hope of getting Wallace's wife, or the child, out of the Soviet Union. The war was over;
life, and relations with America, had become even harsher. Wallace's wife was taken first
by the MVD (successor to the NKVD), and the child stayed with the grandmother. Then
the grandmother was arrested. With the arrest of the grandmother, Wallace who had
meanwhile been transferred from Moscow, never knew what became of his child. | don't
know if Wallace still lives (he left the Service after his next assignment). But this was a
typical story of that time.

| know of other situations that | will not mention on this occasion, with happier outcomes —
thanks to greater support from the Department. (Loy Henderson's departure from Soviet
Affairs did not improve matters — though Chip Bohlen did marvelously well while he was
directly in charge). Shortly before | arrived in the Soviet Union, there was one case, an
FSO, an especially capable and attractive Officer, who became in due course a very
prominent Ambassador. His particular friend in Moscow became pregnant. Accompanied
by an Assistant Military Attach#, with an exit visa for the lady, the three headed for Tehran
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by train. This was before the Germans blocked that route. But on the train, she gave
birth. Well, the exit visa was for three adults and here suddenly were three adults and an
infant who had been born in the Soviet Union. A very rough problem. The only reason

it was resolved in favor of the departure of all four persons was that the Officer got on
the telephone to Loy Henderson, and Henderson, discreetly but effectively, exerted

the necessary pressure on the Soviets. It worked. They were let out. But it was very
exceptional.

Q: What were you doing in Vladivostok?

McCARGAR: Professionally, | issued two visas. One of them was to the father of a very
well-known film producer of Russian origin in Hollywood. He later put out a successful film
called “Tales of Manhattan.”

Q: That was with Charles Boyer.

McCARGAR: Somehow this producer had gotten to the White House, so the right help
came. But as Angus Ward never tired of telling me, “You are personally responsible

for these visas.” So | put this poor old gentleman through all the phases of the required
interrogation. “Have you ever been a member of the Communist Party?” | was not exactly
ashamed; this was my sworn duty (said Angus Ward), but it was an occasion | was happy
to forget. The victim of all this was very sweet and very patient. Quietly, he said “I know
you have to do this.” As the story came out later, the Soviets tried to blackmail the son
with threats about the father, and the son went to the FBI and became an agent against
the Soviets. Needless to say, when this all came out, years later, it was with maximum
publicity for the producer.

The other one | was not at all happy about. This one came through with direct White
House intervention. The visa applicant, who showed up at the Consulate General almost
simultaneously with a cabled notification from the Department citing White House interest,
was a Spaniard named Jesus Hernandez. He was applying for a transit visa to go to
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Mexico. Hernandez, as | well knew (from my own studies, not from State Department files)
had been the chief Soviet liquidator in Spain during the Civil War there, slaughtering first
the POUM, then the Spanish Communist Party itself. | learned more about Hernandez
later, and although | knew enough about him at the time, it was pretty clear that if | didn't
Issue this visa | was going to get into trouble.

Q: Was the security lapse due to Roosevelt?

McCARGAR: That was our assumption. It was not necessarily true. | said the White House
was interested in this case. The White House is a big place — even if it is bigger today,
it's connections were legion then. | subsequently came to believe that Mrs. Roosevelt

was the sponsor for Hernandez. Not for any sinister reasons or connections on that great
lady's part. But someone got to her, and she probably said, “Oh, yes, of course, we should
help any victim of the Spanish Civil War.” Since Hernandez's request was for a transit
visa, | gave it. He was a very somber type. To ask him, when | knew perfectly well, “Have
you ever been a member of the Communist Party?” made no sense at all. He knew that

| knew what he had done in Spain. He went on to Mexico. There he became one of the
chief operators for the NKVD, later MVD and then the KGB (or GRU, Soviet Military
Intelligence).

Q: Was he involved in the Trotsky business, or had that happened already?

McCARGAR: No. That had happened already. It was something | had been very interested
in. One of my professors at Stanford was a great friend of Trotsky — or purported to be.
Perhaps he was merely a sympathizer. But he returned one autumn from his annual visit
to Trotsky in Mexico, at just the time the University was constructing the Hoover Institution
on War, Revolution, and Peace. He told Trotsky about this new institution, and Trotsky
said, “That is exactly the way it will be. First war, then revolution, then peace.”

| don't know if you ever knew Bob McGregor? McGregor had been in our Mexico City
Embassy charged with contact with Trotsky. He got to Trotsky's villa very shortly the
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assassin had struck. Trotsky was still alive. He lived for hours after the blow, with the axe
in his skull. McGregor had told me all about it in the Department before | went to the Soviet
Union. | used to amuse myself going out on the Trans-Siberian with this knowledge. You
could talk to people on the train. | remember getting friendly with one chap and saying “By
the way, whatever happened to Trotsky?”. The look was either of terror or total ignorance.
The name had been absolutely purged from existence, a mere fifteen years after Stalin
had bested him in their intra-Party rivalry.

| did come across one small incident that might be of interest. On that train, near Irkutsk,
they took on fresh onions. (Mostly, our food in restaurant car was one meal a day, usually
lopsha soup. Lopsha is a pasta, with little grey dots in it. It's revolting. The meal, day

after day, was lopsha soup, followed by lopsha, and that was it.) But at Irkutsk they took
on green onions, other delicacies — and vodka, which was served at the noon meal. In
short order, that train was a shambles. | had a cabin in one of those Wagons-Lits cars —
called “Mezhdunarodniy (International) class,” being above “soft class” and “hard class”
— that had originally belonged to the Belgians (and | think were legally still their property).
They were very comfortable, beautifully done. The corridors had been decorated with

an occasional bust, or relief, of Lenin, and appropriate quotations or slogan. As | made
my way back from the restaurant car my car attendant came along and said, “Come

with me.” He led me to my compartment, put me in, and locked the door. There was a
huge, very handsome Russian who was also in that car, who was apparently out to get
“the foreigner” (me) for some reason or other. | remember him having said to me, at one
point, loudly and aggressively, “Ya chistiy russki!” (I am pure Russian!) He tore that car
up including busting the bust of Lenin. They took him off the train at the next stop. | don't
know what happened to him.

Q: You were there as a regular Vice Consul, is that right?. In the first place could you talk
about the Consulate and also about Angus Ward. I've gotten little vignettes of Angus Ward
in Harbin and also in Kabul, but I'd like to get something about him.
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McCARGAR: Harbin before the war?
Q: Harbin after the war, when he was arrested by the Chinese.

McCARGAR: As a Vice Consul, besides the two visas that | issued, | also issued crew list
visas, covering the crews of the Soviet Merchant Marine then beginning to go to our West
Coast for Lend-Lease supplies. | also read the papers, monitored the radio (Vladivostok
was a place where radio signals bounced, and one of our duties was frequent monitoring
— of broadcasts almost entirely incomprehensible to most of us), and tried to see as much
of the city as | could.

| also performed one consular function that brought echoes from the past. One of the
diplomatic pouches | brought out from Moscow contained a request to the Vladivostok
Consulate General, forwarded by the Department, from Professor Kyril Brynner, one of
my Stanford professors of Russian, asking for copies of the divorce papers of his parents,
filed at Vladivostok in, | believe, 1921 or 22. | was happy to provide this service, and in due
course obtained the requested document from the local representative of the Narkomindel
(Foreign Office). | promptly sent it on by pouch to Washington, for forwarding to Stanford,
accompanied by a note to my former professor, stating that in view of the difficulties of
wartime correspondence and financial exchange, and with gratitude for his teaching, | had
paid the required Consular fee out of my own pocket. It was minimal. But | never heard
another word from Brynner. Except that at a lunch with some young Russian Far East
specialists (one Navy, one USIA) this year, 1995, | learned to my astonishment that my
Professor Brynner was a close relative of the actor, Yul Brynner.

As for Angus Ward, Loy Henderson had spoken to me before | left for Russia. “I'm going
to tell you about Angus Ward,” he said. “Ward has a terrible temper. He once strangled a
dog in Manchuria with his bare hands. Since then he tries to keep himself under control.
So watch his temper”. He said, “The other thing is that Angus, for one reason or another,
Is not sending us any political material. We get nothing out of the Vladivostok Consulate.”
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He didn't say what | should do about that. He just mentioned it. Not long after I'd been in
Vladivostok, 6 weeks or so, maybe 2 months, Ward went off to Moscow. He needed a little
break. He had his wife with him.

Q: His wife was?

McCARGAR: He had a Finnish wife who was very much socially pre-revolutionary Russia.
She never, or seldom, talked politics, but it was clear that for her Finland was, at least
socially, still the Imperial Grand Duchy.

With Ward away | was left in charge. The first thing | did was to institute a weekly round-up
of what was going on in our area. We had a Naval Attach#, in civilian clothes, there at that
time with a yeoman and a secretary. We would put together whatever seemed noteworthy:
such and such a cruiser is in harbor, this has happened, the paper says this, Comrade
Pegov is running for First Secretary of the Krai Party, and so forth. This went on for the
whole two months that Ward was gone. When he came back he didn't say a word. But he
did not continue the weekly political cable. | got the point that he wasn't happy about my
little innovation.

We got along all right. One thing amused me about Ward. He was a Canadian by birth,
and a naturalized U. S. citizen. He was furious with Foreign Service Officers who retired
abroad. He just couldn't think of anything worse than that. There was at that time a Foreign
Service Officer named Washington — | don't recall his first name, because when | try to

| always confuse him with the first elected Mayor of Washington, D.C. But his name was
Washington. Ward used to carry on about this man. He said, “Can you imagine, when he
retired , he went to —[I can't remember where, but it was not in the United States]!” And
Ward would fulminate about this, damning his “disloyal” colleague. Twenty years later, my
wife and | spent a year in Spain. We were just leaving to go back to France, and | thought,
what the hell. | knew Ward was then living in retirement in Coin, inland from the Costa
Brava. So | telephoned Angus and he invited me to lunch. After finding the residence of “El
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Embajador,” as he was known in town, | found Ward and Mrs. Ward in a very expansive
layout. | asked him how things were going. He was still working on his Mongolian-English
dictionary (that he had been working on twenty years before, that went on forever, and
never was published). Anyway, | couldn't resist it, | said “Mr. Ambassador,” (he enjoyed the
courtesy, as we all would), “Tell me, here you are in Spain and | knew that you'd retired

to Virginia. Is there something preferable here?” Both he and his wife came out with the
same immediate answer. Very forcefully, they said, “You can't get decent servants in
Virginia.” So they moved to Spain.

Q: Can you talk a little about Mrs. Ward, because I've heard stories of her as being very
difficult.

McCARGAR: She was extremely difficult. | was very careful, but one time | fell afoul of
her. There was nothing to do. She asked for the station-wagon to be provided with a driver
for some personal errand that she wanted. It conflicted with something we needed in

the Consulate General at that time. In effect, as politely as | could, | refused it. Having
explained the circumstances, | said, “Can we do this some other time?” She came down
on me. First of all she came in and gave me hell. Then, of course, she got Angus to give
me a little bit of hell too. He was less obnoxious than she was. She was really impossible.
Otherwise, she could be charming. She made a perfectly marvelous salmon caviar dish.
Angus had a couple of little dinghies, and he'd go out on Amur Bay and come back with
a salmon, which he'd split it open. She'd do the red caviar — of which | can never get
enough — with sour cream and onions. Admired, she was in her element at that time.
Otherwise, | found her to be a very embittered woman. It was obvious she loathed the
Russians, that is, the Bolshevik Russians.

Our other problem was the Japanese Consulate General. The Japanese Consul General's
residence was next to Ward's, and their relations couldn't have been worse. Quite apart
from the war going on, there was another going on over the fence between them, because
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Ward's cat would go over to the Japanese side. The Japanese, outraged, would throw the
cat back over the fence. And so on, back and forth.

Our only other colleagues were the Chinese. The Chinese Consul General, Chang Da-
Tien, was married to a Russian woman. They had a son, Dima, in his early 20's, who

later had a very successful career in the Diplomatic Service of Taiwan. He was fluent in
Chinese, English, and Russian. He was more fun than the rest. He had a vivacious sense
of humor. Of his father's Consulate, Dima said, with much laughter, “We have a staff over
there, but they all sit around playing mah jong, and that, of course, is forbidden by the
Chinese Government. But they still play mah jong.” He also told a story about going up to
inspect the Chinese Consulate at Blagoveshchensk, a small, miserable, swampy town way
north on the Amur River. Apparently they found their local Consul cowering on a table with
water swirling all around the Consulate in one of the frequent floods that inundated the
place. They rescued him. Dima was pleasant company and very helpful to us. He relieved
some of the tedium.As for my other duties, | was, of course, coding and decoding.

Q: What about American seamen? Did they get in trouble, go to jail?

McCARGAR: There were no Americans, seamen or any other kind. As | came to know as
a naval officer several years later, the only traffic across the North Pacific was Soviet.

Q: That's because of the war with the Japanese. You really couldn't get anything through
the Pacific. You were there '42 to '43? What were the signs of the threat of the Japanese?
The Guangdong Army at that time (later it switched to the other side) must have been a
concern.

McCARGAR: It was indeed. We were very conscious of the Guangdong Army, not many
miles away to the west, in neighboring Manchuria. At one point we sat around — we
were instructed to do so, but we already thought we'd better do it for our own sakes —
to elaborate an evacuation plan in case the Japanese struck. That, as the years passed,
| realized was one of the more pathetic exercises we ever engaged in. We were totally
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ignorant: we hadn't the vaguest idea what the terrain was like. Because, if you got out

you wanted to get north, through the mountains, or along the Pacific coast, the Sea of
Japan, actually. We had no idea of the terrain, of the facilities, the communications, the
road network — nothing. We were always uneasy about that but there was nothing we
could do about it. We had no advice of any sort from the Department nor from Moscow on
that subject, or on any other subject for that matter. And, as | said earlier, Vladivostok was
a place where radio waves bounced. We were also thus provided with quite a receiver.
So we'd sit around, twirl the dial, and write reports of what we thought we heard. This was
done for the FBIS which already existed at that time. It kept us occupied.

Vladivostok was also a great place for reading. | finally got a shipment through the port
that included a box of books (the Soviet Customs were fascinated by Emil Ludwig's
biography of Stalin, a staple of the time). | was almost as grateful for the books as for the
food that came with them. One of the books, incidentally, was Koestler's Darkness At
Noon. | let our secretary, Ida Borisovna Minovich (who was permanently frantic over the
possibility that her young son would reach draft age before the war ended). In any event,
at her request, | lent her Koestler's novel. Her comment on returning it was, | thought, a
masterpiece of diplomacy, considering her circumstances. “You know,” she said, “I think if
Stalin were to read this [the implication was clear that he would not] he would say, This is
the truth.”

| also had a few illnesses while | was there. Scurvy was one, which would years later cost
me my teeth much earlier than normal. Then | came down with erysipelas, a streptococcic
infection. At first | got it on my left hand. Our medical recourse was something called

the Physiotherapyucheskiy Institut, with a very nice chief physician named Rutkovski.

He was great friends with Ward. Erysipelas, sometimes confused today with cellulitis, is
not a joke. Woodrow Wilson's (or Coolidge's) son died of it, after a game of tennis at the
White House. Rutkovski's reaction was prompt. He came around and he did something

I'd never heard of. | was later told by the Navy doctor at the Moscow Embassy, “Jesus,
we stopped doing that 50 years ago.” The procedure is to take blood out of the infected
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limb and then jab it in your rear end. It produces a splendid fever, and apparently sets

up enough antibodies to dispel the infection. Then | got it in my middle ear, which almost
drove me right out of my mind. Sulfa drugs were all there was at that time, and they were
very scarce. But they worked.

In the course of this second illness | conceived a great longing for fruit. It was
overwhelming. One of my colleagues, a non-career Vice Consul, Don Nichols, the one
later relieved by Bill Wallace, had a very well-stocked larder. He came to see me in my
apartment, and | said “Don, you pick any can of fruit that you have and I'll give you five
dollars for it”. And he gave me a can of black cherries, which is still the best fruit I've tasted
in my life. Also, he took the five dollars.

When | got my own shipment across the Pacific it included a little phonograph my brother-
in-law sent me. | had two records. One of them was Rachmaninov's Second Piano
Concerto — not all of it, just part. The other was a thing | picked up in Moscow. It was a
Jewish folk song called Dyecyat' Docheri (Ten Daughters). It was delightful. | played both
records night after night and never tired of them.

Q: You went back to Moscow for a while?

McCARGAR: Yes. | was there for about a month the second time.
Q: Had things changed much?

McCARGAR: Enormously.

Q: How about your trip across, was it still the 12 days?

McCARGAR: It was still 12 days. You still had to have your own food and you still had to
provide for yourself the best you could. But they didn't get the vodka aboard on this trip so
we got through it uneventfully. | must have had 14 mail sacks with me. By the time we got
to Moscow | had learned enough about the Soviet Union so, after | unloaded them onto
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the quai, | summoned a railroad man there and said “I want the Nachal'nik NKVD,” (the
chief of the NKVD), enough to terrorize any citizen in those days. He went off in a great
rush and sure enough there came the chief of the NKVD at that railroad station. A nice
young officer, cold but very efficient. | identified myself, showed him my passport, and said
“I need assistance here. | can't possibly get these out by myself to a taxi”. So the orders
were given. They all danced around him. In a flash my sacks and | were out of the station
alongside a taxi. You learned that that was the way to get things done in the Soviet Union
of that day.

One night in Moscow during that second stay — | had always had a great, and idiotic,
desire to see the inside of the Lyublyanka, the prison attached to NKVD headquarters
where so many terrible things had taken place — and so | acted on it.

Q: This is the prison of the NKVD?

McCARGAR: Yes. It was not far from Red Square. The curfew was 11 o'clock and |
managed to be out after 11 in Red Square. As | walked past the GOUM department store,
towards the National Hotel where | was staying, a Red Army soldier came up and stopped
me. | identified myself, and he said “I'm sorry, you're out after the curfew. You've got to
come with me”. He collected a fair number of people including a two-star general — a
Red Army general, not an NKVD general. There were about a dozen or fifteen of us, and
we were marched over to what was apparently a sort of police station in the Lyublyanka,
presided over by a young NKVD Captain. He went through each case and when he got

to the general, you should have heard what he said to that general. For starters, he said,
“General, you're a disgrace to the uniform. You're a disgrace to the Soviet Union. You're
a blockhead.” And he went on talking this way — “You know better than to be out after
the curfew.” The General kept saying, “Yes, but...,” trying to explain himself, and getting
nowhere. The Captain really gave him hell and sent him off to a cell. In due course we
were all relegated to cells, where we spent the night — but, interestingly enough, not more
than three or four to a cell. My cellmates simply accepted the situation and attempted to
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sleep on the benches or floor. There was a strong atmosphere of misery, nonetheless.
The Captain finally called me in from my cell. Stony-faced, he said “I've called your
Embassy and they've never heard of you.” A typical trick to produce merriment among the
colleagues. The next morning somebody admitted that, yes, they did know me, and | was
released. The important point was that the speech and attitude of this junior NKVD officer
to the General showed precisely the relationship between the NKVD and the Red Army.

Q: Who was the Ambassador?
McCARGAR: Standley was still the Ambassador in Moscow.
Q: He'd returned?

McCARGAR: Yes. The whole Embassy — indeed, the entire Diplomatic Corps — had
moved back up from Kuibyshev. As | told you, coming across the Trans-Siberian, | did
notice the changes in cities like Novosibirsk. It was absolutely astounding. Omsk as well.
The industry that the Soviets had moved from European Russia — you could see from
the train. The growth of these cities and the work that was being done there was visible.
In Moscow the Embassy's facilities were by now full up, and that's why | had to stay in a
hotel. The National was all right — much sought after, in fact. | spent about a month at the
National Hotel.

Q: Did you find the work at the Embassy — were they well connected to the Soviet
Government?

McCARGAR: There was still this tension between the Military Mission and the Embassy
itself. By then Ambassador Standley had made his famous denunciation of the Russians'
non-appreciation and non-mention of American aid and General Faymonville was publicly
regretting that. | had a talk with Faymonville, and he asked me about Vladivostok. | told
him it was a prison for us, and described how we were treated. | told him who the head

of the NKVD in the Primorsk Krai was — which | never even told Angus Ward, because
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Angus wasn't interested. But | added that the NKVD head in the Primorsk Krai (Gvishiani
— whose son married Prime Minister Kosygin's daughter years later, and made something
of a splash on the international scene) was one of Stalin's Georgian thug friends. | did all
this, needless to say, in the hopes that he might confide in Beria in one of their friendly
sessions — though | did not ask it.

But Faymonville said, “Well, you know how it is. Out at the end of the line they get the
order. Then they make it much tougher than it really is at the beginning because they want
to make sure they're doing the right thing”. He was excusing the whole thing. Actually

at that time, the great change was taking place. General Dean was being sent out to
replace Faymonville — who, incidentally, was to be reduced in rank. When he went back
to the United States, his Brigadier-General's star was taken from him, and he reverted to
Colonel. Admiral Standley left a month or two later, and was replaced by Averell Harriman.
This was all in the works while | was in Moscow, although | was not told, since it was all
still confidential.

Actually, it was Tommy Thompson and | who went out together through Tehran. Tommy
was on his way to London for vacation. This was September of 1943. | asked Tommy,
“What are you going to London on vacation for?” and he gave a very good answer. He
said, “London is the most exciting city in the world to be in at this moment.” We dined
with friends of his in Tehran, whose names | don't remember. All | remember is that | was
humiliated because a Russian in Vladivostok, one of the few I'd encountered at some
point there, gave me a bottle of wine, saying proudly, “This is the greatest wine ever made
in Russia.” So | carried this wine across the whole Soviet Union, down all the way to
Tehran. And insisted on providing it for the dinner given by Tommy's Embassy friends in
Tehran. We opened it and it was vile stuff. Tommy wouldn't let me forget that. We had to
go through Abadan, filled with American equipment going up the line to the Soviet Union.

Then we flew on from there to Cairo where we had dinner with Alexander Kirk, who was
then the Minister. Kirk was a most extraordinary man. I'm surprised there's been so little
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attention paid to him and his career in the Foreign Service. (When he died, in Colorado,

in the eighties, Beatrice Strauss, the daughter of William Phillips, who knew Kirk when her
father was Ambassador to Italy, agreed with me that he had been a first-rate diplomat, and
insufficiently recognized as such.) First of all, at dinner, Kirk said that he was very proud

to have been “a poke in the eye” to all the major governments of the time. He had served
in Moscow, Berlin, and Rome at the moment that the Ambassador at each of those posts
was withdrawn as a sign of American displeasure, and he was left as Charg# d'Affaires.
He was very proud of this.

In some ways Kirk was rather strange. He always wore only gray. | watched him once at a
cocktail party. He was a wizard at it. He never gave more than four minutes — to any such
function. He greeted his host, made a few quick turns and was out, because he deplored
these social functions. He also made a remark at our dinner with him at the Residence
which rested in my mind. The Allies had already gone into Sicily, and | think had begun
their assault on the peninsula itself. Apropos of the political problems surrounding these
military operations, Kirk, who knew a lot about Italy, said, “I can't imagine who is advising
the President on Italian policy but, judging from the results, it must be an Italian”.

From Cairo | made my way back, across Africa, then across the South Atlantic. It was a
totally different performance from the previous trip across.

Q: How did you get across the Atlantic?

McCARGAR: First of all, it was one straight flight from Cairo to Accra, in the Gold Coast
(now Ghana, of course). From Accra we flew, in land planes, to Ascension Island, where
the Army engineers had carved the landing strip right through the mountain which

makes up most of the island. We fueled there and then flew onto Natal, Brazil. You got a
moment's rest and then were put on another plane to Belem, which had a large contingent
of American troops there, and had lost a good deal of the colorful life it had manifested two
years earlier. From there we were loaded onto a C-46 (a Curtiss-Wright plane which was
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reputed, no doubt wrongly — we hoped — to lose its wings in turbulent weather), and that
plane just kept going forever and ever until we got to Miami.

There | got a quick lesson in the difference between being a diplomat abroad and one

at home. The Customs inspector said to me — mind you, we were all pretty exhausted

— “Open your bag.” | said, “Do | have to do that?” and he said, “Well, who are you?” |
answered, | thought in a normal way, “I'm Third Secretary of the American Embassy in
Moscow.” He said, “What?” So a little more loudly | repeated myself. He then said, “I didn't
get you — you're what?” This time | gave it full force. “Third Secretary of the American
Embassy in Moscow!” He looked at me and said, “That's slicing it sort of thin, isn't it?”

Q: I wonder if we could stop at this point and pick it up next time?

McCARGAR: A week after | came back from the Soviet Union | was examined in Bethesda
Naval Hospital. Then | was summoned to an interview with Howland Shaw. | went into

the Assistant Secretary's office (it overlooked the West Wing of the White House, that
alone being enough to impress anyone). There was Shaw, handsome as ever, and

affable. “Well, Mr. McCargar,” he said, in a markedly sympathetic fashion, “tell me about
Vladivostok.” One can be so stupid sometimes. (Some years later, remembering this
exchange with Howland Shaw, | delighted in one of Dean Acheson's comments in an
essay, in which he explained the attraction of cabinet-making to him: “It is a steady
reminder of how stupid one can really be,” he wrote).

| told Assistant Secretary Shaw that Vladivostok was a prison. | tried to explain the
frustration of living in a city of 220,000 people, and not be able to touch anyone of them,
to touch the life of the city, to be a part of it. | went on in this vein and got it all off my
chest. Shaw, now looking more magisterial than sympathetic, said, “Oh, come, come, Mr.
McCargar, you can't go through life being that sensitive.” To which he added, after a brief
pause, “After all, you were saving money.”
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This was a sore rebuff for me. | might as well add now that | got my own back while at my
next post — Santo Domingo. My first Ambassador there was Avra Warren, who taught me
a lot about politics. At one point | told him, “Look, I've got all of this material that | learned
about the Soviet Far East. What | want to do is send it to the Department. That's where it'll
be useful. It's no good just sitting in my brain”. Warren said, “You'd better be very careful
about this. What you do is, you write to Chip Bohlen. You say that you have this material.
Would he like it? If you get a letter from him asking you for it, then you're covered”. | was
learning. So that's exactly what | did, sending Bohlen the Table of Contents.

Q: Chip Bohlen was doing what at that time?

McCARGAR: Chip was the Russian Desk Officer. He'd taken Loy Henderson's place, Loy
having been exiled, as | recall, as Minister to Iraq, being one of those regarded by the
White House at the time as too anti-Soviet.

In any event, Bohlen wrote back saying he would like to see my report. | had written the
report, and had showed it to Ambassador Warren. His comment was, “You really do want
to get into trouble, don't you?” | sent the report to Bohlen. It was titled General Political
Conditions in the Primorsk Krai, August 1942 to August 1943, and ran 23 pages single-
spaced (the old State Department long pages). | told everything | knew, which was a lot
more than Angus Ward had ever conveyed to anyone. | sent it to Washington on March
7,1944. In May | received a letter dated the 11th, signed by Dean Acheson, which said,
“The Department is pleased to advise you that, because of its interest in the subject and
of the value of the information contained in your memorandum, it has been given a rating
of EXCELLENT. Your industry and initiative in preparing it are commended.” It was a nice
ending to that circle.

Q: Wasn't that nice. Wasn't that wonderful. Why don't we stop here. We'll pick up on your
time in Santo Domingo and then continue on.
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Today is the 27th of April, 1995. There are a couple of things you wanted to go back to.
Why don't we do that.

Q: You were going to describe the Consulate General at Vladivostok and the city itself.

McCARGAR: Yes. The Consulate General, during the love affair between Hitler and Stalin,
had been the German Consulate General. When that fell apart, the Americans latched on
to the building right away and Angus Ward was sent our from Moscow in 1941 to open
the office. Prior to that, in late 1939, Angus had been sent, during the confused period of
the Russo-German partition of Poland, to the Lvov region to help Americans caught in the
turmoil. There were a lot of American citizens in southeastern Poland —Volhynia, Podolia,
lands that would end up being, not in Poland, but in the Soviet Union (and ultimately in
Ukraine!). Among those Ward found was a young man named Tony Lapka, an American
citizen by birth (although I think his residence in the United States had been minimal).
Ward took Lapka on as a U. S. Government employee, used him as a kind of handy man
in Lvov and Moscow, and then took him on out to Vladivostok. It was Lapka who tried to
keep the place more or less going physically.

The Consulate General was on Tigrovaya Ulitsa, which is Tiger Street. It was so named
because sometime in 1910, or between 1900 and 1910, somebody saw a tiger, a Siberian
tiger, on that street. | understand there are very few of those Siberian tigers left. | never
saw one. Tiger Street, like much of the city, was a steep hill. To the south of the Consulate
General, going uphill, the street went along the west side of a ridge running north and
south which formed, on its opposite, eastern side one edge of the Zolotoi Rog, the Golden
Horn, the inner harbor of Vladivostok. The shape and formation of Vladivostok's Golden
Horn is remarkably similar to that of its Istanbul namesake. It must have excited the
imagination of the first Russian officer to look on it. The part of the Golden Horn before and
at the bend was the commercial port. Beyond that was the naval port. Both were forbidden
to us.
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If we went downhill from the entrance to the Consulate General, the first cross street we
came to was Leninskaya Ulitsa, at the corner of which was the Chelyuskin Hotel, locus of
our social life. If you continued straight ahead on Tiger Street, it went down to a small inlet
of Amur Bay (where Ward kept his boats), on the edge of which was what was still known
as the Kitaiskiy Rinok — the Chinese Market. It was a free market bazaar, permitted by the
authorities. The real currency of the day was vodka — one bottle of vodka, a pair 